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HEARD AND SEEN ..

4 Colimn FOR and FROM Everybody °.* By BILL PRICE

THE GODS OF OLD—AND NOW. ¢

CUPID—God of Love, pictu
with ‘'bow and arrows puncturing
men's hearts, All wrong these days.
All that's needed Is the roll-top
stocking or the one-piece bathing
suit,

BACOCHUS—Famous brewer of
neciar. Now has his ablding place
in cellars.

ADONIS-—Most beautiful youth of
old; loved by Venus, and killed wild
boara for her. Nowadays goes hunt-
ing on F street, where bores are
abundant. SABSAFRAS,

THE LAWD OF PRETTY SOON.

I kmow of ayJand where the stresis are

paved

With the things we meant te achleve;

13 s walled with the money we memnt
to have saved,

Mad the pleasures for which we
grieve;

The %ind words unspoken, the prom-
lses brokenm,

And many » coveted boon

Are stored there in that land somne-
where—

The Land of Pretty Soon.
There are uncut Jewels, of possihle
fame,

+JAnd many of noble and lofty nim,
Lying about in the dust,
Covered with mold and rust,

And, oh! this place, while 1t seems o

near,

Is further away than the moon.

LOREN FLETCHZR SCHOTT.

SEND IN A CONTRIBUTION.

It "Broadway Jones" doesn't think
sur ovlumn worth while, whw
dossn't he try to"lmprove 1t? Al 1
have to say Is If he isn't clever
enough to gei anything worth while
out of it, thei hd“ian’t worth spend-
ing any time or any space In our
colemn ‘on. Ignorance is bilss—

o
\ he's tried to get something
printed? and wasn't clever enough,

80 he thought he'd write a nice

friendly () letter. KITTY.
" Asroplane thleves are gett)
that soon the uu.:t::|

before

N -

may reliring, say |
Better hall? “Jobm, put the [thing every mAn should have of his |

*- ba sure and lock the at-
1 -uﬂu oL |

JIM'S BAD PLIGHT. '’
(Richard Xeens, In Vaudeville News)

I've got a letter, Parson, from my son
out In the West.

My poor eld heart is heavy, like an anvil
in my breast;

My Jim was always headsirong, and bhad
to have his way,

And so a letter with the bad hews came
wlong today.

I just caf’'t tell his meother, It would
break her poor old heart.

She always loved the boy so, and she
always took hfk part;

And mso I wonder, Parson, would yom
break the news to her?

Jim'e In the Legisiature, and he doesn't
write what fer!

—

WAIL OF THE PENCIL.

(Dedicated to Stenoge.)
When I am nice and long and new,
I am handed out to you.
You keep your eyes on me all day
And with me earn your weekly pay.
At night I'm carefully put away
For fear that from your desk I

stray,

But when I'm old and scarce of lead,
And you've worn down my rubber
¢+ head,

Then you throw me anywhere,

The place I land you do not care.

But If 1t had not been for me

You cpuld not hald your job per mse.
PATENT STENOG.

In some theaters nobody takes
a leading part but the ushers,

Newspaper headline says, “Japan
Agreesa to Talk Disarmament.”
But actions will speak loudér than
words. LEONA MAC

—

POETICAL TRUTH.
In the Capital of our nation
There's folks from all oreation
Whe hold down & job with Uncle Sam.
Bome are from oer biggest clties
And know the latest @itties,
While others come from lote o'sham
But the ones whe brag and blow
Baying: “My, your town la alow.”
Oome from where no rallrend ever ram.

EDDIE ROLLS.

—

DOES SEEM THAT WAY,

Q Why Is a woman like a news.
paper?

A. Because thev are both some
own so He won't have to run ufter
hin neighhora, L 4

+ WORD DIAMOND.

ONE MORE CRAZEY ONE.
‘Twas-a bright
Ocotober last July, .
The moon was shining breightly and the
sun was in the sky.
The flowers were gently singing, and the
birde were in full bloom,

As |1 went down Iin my cellar te clean
my upatairs’ room. -

September morning in

The time was Tuesday morning of Wed-
neaday just st night,

I saw tem thousand miles away & man
just at slght.

His name was
was always rig

The villain's If were tightly sealed as
he .yelled with all his might,

“Come, kill me If you ecan, but re
my life,” he eried. —

Bo I shot him with my dagger and kili-
od him till he died.

BROWN EYRS,

A DEFINITION OF WAR.

A wholesale means of making
heroes which, if planned on a retail
seale, would result only in mur-
derers,

EAMON O SULLEABHAIN.

—

what

filam Wrong, but he

Rastus—"Sam, woubd
ou do if your asked you
or & kiss over telephone?”

Sam—"1 would ask for better
connec P BIG BEN.

—_—

FLORAL QUERIES.
Find ,me the heel of the hellotrope!
Where is the tiflip's lip?
When will the crocus croak again?
How does the slipper slip?

Why do they call the pr?nwon prim?
How does the posy pose?

Where can I find the poppy's pop?
Only'the nosegay knows!

CHEVY
! i'hmmlmu'llﬂmnor
| Omrried I» & glant balloen,

mall

When they asked him te siale,
What made him so

He sndd "0k, T took lumn on (he ma-

WHEN THE
HIGH SCHOOL
CRDETS WORE
Tiis STYLE
HERD GEAR

WHEN YOUR MOTHER
USED TO Tie¢ AN

PREAD DISEASES

ASAFEDPITA "BAG AROVRD
YOUR NECK' TO WEER AWAY

WHEN JouPge lin&u.
*TREATED ‘EM ROVGH

WHEN A UTTLE

HOT TODDY WAS THE
NATIONAL REMEOY FOR
COLD2, COVGHS, MOARINESS,
SPRAING BACICACHE, HEADACNE
AND gUERY TG,

SuComNER O
B ST S€ WAS SUPFOSED

'Who Remembers? - - - By Dick Mansfield|

—

UWMEN THE oLD TuRe®
sToryY HOousE. AT THE 1

|27 awD

PIGEON EXPERT AT NO. 7.

A pigeon, badly Injured “and
lacerated about the neck, evident-
ly by & bird hawk, flew into the
quarters of No. 7T Truck Company
for protection. On ita left legy it
carriad a band with the numbers
4-11-44, which ‘made it appear to be
a suspicious bird, because this is
a good old policy number.

Driver Joe Bagagnl, who is some
rlom of fine birds, took the wsuf-
fering pigeon in his hands to treat
it befors liberation. The pigeon
suddenly flew from his hands and
landed on a No. 10 rubber boot
belonging to Deacon Jones, =&
heavywelght member of the com-
panyr ® This caused an argument
as to the breed of pigeon it was
and what wits its motive in coming
‘to the truck house.

Driver Jos insisted it was a pol-
foy runner because it had the
“Wash Woman's Row number on
X its leg. Private Knight, who claims
1 to be an expert on bird nature,
sald It was a bootlegger. The ar
gument was about to get hot
when someone suggested that Pri-
vate George Amith be called In to
settle the question.

Bmith gave the bird the omoe
s

be tossed Into the air so he could
watch the movement of its wings.
This was done. The pigeon oir-
cled around the room a few times
and then alighted on a chair,
whereupon ESmith announced *“It's
a stool pigeon. I can tell them ap
soon as I throw my lamps on
them."” DENNIS.

She—It's awfully Hot. I take
off my coat. .
He—And I'll follow suit.
She—Your coat will do.
ILLINOILS.

| Gresce s acting mighty perky—
Someone's always whipping Turkey.

Teacher—Willle, make a sentence
using the word nuisance.

over and then asked that the bird .

4

.

Willle—Mamma makes me pot all |

THE COLUMNIERS.

i:gfa
|
1
i

i
{

F

|

£
¢

i
g fd
H

i

BEEFYE it
i[:
Ly
:
.55k

tlir
3

4|
E:
i
*ﬂ
&5‘
§
8

i
§
§

|
i

;
S%ar
Bty
i‘f

|

UNRAVEL THIS ONE!

Behoad me once, I'm & parasite:
Behead me twice, In. heat I'm nloe;
Behoad mie thrice, I'm civil snginess,

My whole a female name will appaas.
Awmw

.



